Which thy dear soul as sweetly sings to him,

Amid the choir of saints and seraphim,

As any angel's tongue can sing of thee;

The subjects differ, though the skill agree:

For as by infant years men judge of age,

Thy early love thy virtues did presage

What high part thou bear'st in those best of songs,

Whereto no burden nor no end belongs.

Sing on, thou virgin soul! whose lossful gain

Thy love-sick parents have bewail'd in vain;

Never may thy name be in songs forgot

Till we shall sing thy ditty and thy note.

AN    ANATOMY    OF    THE    WORLD

The First Anmuersayy

When that rich soul, which to her heav'n is gone.
Whom all do celebrate who know they've one,
(For who is sure he hath a soul, unless
It see, and judge, and follow worthiness,
And by deeds praise it ? he who doth not this
May lodge an inmate soul, but *tis not his;
When that queen ended here her progress time,
Ami as t' her standing house to heav'n did climb,